For Love it cannot be, whom hitherto

I have accus'd, should such a mischief do.

Oh. Fortune! thou'rt not worth my least exclaim,

And plague enough thou hast in thy own name:

Do thy great worst, my friend and I have arms,

Though not against thy strokes, against thy harms;

Rend us in sunder, thou canst not divide

Our bodies so, but that our souls are ty'd,

And we can love by letters still and gifts,

And thoughts, and dreams:

Love never wanteth shifts.
I will not look upon the quick'ning sun,
But straight her beauty to my sense shall run;
The air shall note her soft, the fire most pure,
Waters suggest her clear, and the earth sure;
Time shall not lose our passages; the spring,
How fresh our love was in the beginning;
The summer, how it enripened the year;
And autumn, what our golden harvests were:
The winter I'll not think on to spite thee,
But count it a lost season, so shall she.
And, dearest Friend! since we must part, drown mght
With hope of day; burdens well borne are light.
The cold and darkness longer hang somewhere,